So I roll over on the pallet and listen to those whoops rising and falling and dying and you try to understand what they're saying and even though you will never in this world quite make it before sleep comes down, you know just the same that it means beyond anything the straight words could ever say. You Cliofus is a dummy! Cliofus is a pure fool! And the teacher looked at me real disgusted.
Quiet, she said, Quiet! And she started to frowning so hard it confused me. I wasn't very sociable in those days even though Miss Janey had tried to teach me my manners long before they decided to let me go to school. Cliofus, the teacher said. You must know history, she said. Just like that. 
